The Land of Memories and Misdirection 


Description: 


KR hates their land and refuses to engage with it. If pressed, they will call it a "literal nightmare." If anyone else 
makes an attempt to explore, KR's home opens directly to a series of interconnected “rooms”. These rooms 
constitute shopping malls, high schools, colleges (universities), space stations, bizarrely giant houses, 
byzantine office buildings, and any number of other confusing, labyrinthine spaces. These are not 
wildernesses, but the places of humanity. They are mostly modern, largely ranging thru the last 50 years in 
construction style, with older places clearly being older, having survived the passage of time. Many of them 
seem familiar to you. Yes, you - no matter who is doing the exploring. Navigation is nearly impossible and 
explorers become lost implausibly fast. KR can always get home eventually, but not without wandering 
somewhere they didn't mean to first, or running into the Minotaur. 


You can see outside, sometimes. What you see is usually just more jumbles of confusing architecture. Some of 
the larger spaces almost appear to be outside, but somehow when you look up the sky is just not there. 
Something is in the way, an overhang or awning. You are improbably underground, or the building is encased 
in another, larger structure. Or you are walking down sidewalks between towering, uneven skyscrapers, and 
when you look at the slivers between them, 

the sky is 


not 


And when you look down again your mind cannot hold the concept of nothing, and you remember it as black or 
grey but somehow you don’t find yourself looking upward again until you are inside. And the open spaces feel 
more dangerous than the small rooms, even if you are alone. (especially if you are alone.) 


It’s House of Leaves meets a nightmare where you’re going to fail out of school if you miss class but you can’t 
find the classroom, or where you wander around a city that you think is the town in which you live but somehow 
you can never find your way home. The distortion never rises to the level of MC Escher in obvious 
impossibility; it's just that nothing seems to be connected quite the way you thought it was. You can't get there 
from here. 


It sounds like muffled crowd sounds, faint music playing from another room, and traffic from a distance. City 
sounds, civilization sounds, white noise that's made by people and people things. It's the nightmare of being 
lost in a place you should know but don't, and being alone in a society you should be a part of but aren't - it 

sounds like /oneliness. 


Consorts: 


The consorts are Owls (looking like barn owls but waist-high). Though they are birds they cannot fly, as they 
are mostly stuck in places far too cramped, and even if they can reach larger places they are too afraid of 
becoming lost or being eaten. They have no anger about this, only a great sadness; none of them remember 


anything different. Only the very bravest of them explore even a little. They live comically, tragically awkward 
lives in the mishmash of buildings that aren't even the right size for them. 


Underlings: 


The Land is also populated by the Underlings, of course. Their behavior on LOMAM is very different to the 
other Lands, however. They go thru the motions of "civilized" behavior expected of the place they are in. 
(students in classrooms, shoppers in malls, etc.) They tend to be rude, and bully the Owls where they share 
spaces, but are altogether much like goblins or kobolds in a goofy tabletop campaign, instead of pointless, 
mindless monsters. However, they will viciously fall upon anyone who breaks the facade of the society they 
play at. Courting violence with the Underlings on LOMAM is a truly terrible idea, because they're able to 
intelligently coordinate and use teamwork. 

For unclear reasons, there are no Borg-type Underlings here. 


Denizen: 


The Denizen, rather than a snake-like monster, is the Minotaur. It can of course navigate the Land with ease. 
The Minotaur is totally feral-looking; no clothes, no axe, just ragged fur and massive claws. It seems to have 
gathered up all the violence and mindless fury that the underlings lack. It hates itself almost as much as it 
hates everything else. It desires to consume KR. 


KR’s Home: 


A small apartment stuffed to the brim with toys, knick-knacks, books, artwork, craft tools & supplies, and 
various half-finished projects. Despite the clutter, the floor is surprisingly clear and most things are 
more-or-less organized. KR's bed had to get tossed out to make room for the alchemiter, but sleeping on the 
couch is fine. 


Land Familiars: 


Eastern Carpenter Bees. Very large fat bees that are loud but harmless. 


The Choice: 


Kill the Minotaur or ..? Not that KR does either. 


